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thread. It would puzzle the reader to guess what
followed. Sitting upon a chair close to the bedside
she began to sew the upper and under sheets till he
was entirely closed in, moving her chair as she
advanced with her labour. The beast was now
secured in his lair, the weaker one, by her artfulness,
had imprisoned the strong ; this being done, feeling
her own security, she glanced her fiery eyes to a
corner of the room, where her husband had several
walking sticks, the weight of some she had often
felt upon her poor back. She then examined the
sticks and made a choice of one fit for her purpose,
weighty and strong. Balancing the weapon in her
hand, she felt satisfied that it would answer her
purpose. Now for vengeance! Blows after blows
fell unmercifully upon her guilty victim ; his groans
in his perfect helplessness at last brought some of
the neighbours to the spot, the sufferer they could
not see, but saw the sheets of the bed covered with
blood. The poor woman then sat upon the chair
panting for breath with the fatigue she had gone
through: her husband was not killed, nor did she
intend his death. The next day she was taken off
to prison: during the trial, when the use of the
needle and thread was described, the Judge covered
his face with his hands and shook with laughter
in a most undignified manner; he nevertheless
condemned the woman to a month's imprisonment,
which we all considered extremely severe.